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[ILLIKIN ALWAYS S4T
THERE
BLIMM, after whose grand-

1 Blimmsvilie had
all his life trav-

wr we hittle village of

never in

! ) fourteen miles from town. He
¢ shop, which was almost entirely

| by his sn nephew, a lad of

ho | ] n the shop his life and knew

\ wrinting as Unele Enos himself. But

b S W eally done, for Uncle Enus

sorts of ingenious

which turned out to be worthless when

inventing all

timse

never disheartened the in-
something new as soon as the
.«"nil-vl.

was built from Blimmsville to
lsburg he became wild with delight; for,
r traveled at all, he had never enjoyed

never havi
being whirled along at the rate of
He deserted his
shop for days at a time, spending every hour on the

the sensation of

twelve or fifteen miles per hour.

cars. and finally, kaving ridden over every part of
the Blimmsville line, had ventured into new fields,
W e result that at last he became so well ac-

ith eacn and. every trolley line for two
miles around that he actually had their

time-t ; in his head.

Ile knew every twist and turn. every conductor
and of the motormen, for miles and miles, and
evervhody came to know him as the “Trolley Fiend.”

- maps and figur-

and all

r hour studyir

o o connect distant points,
} : were forgotten. His wonderful
chity ds of different metals that decorated
1 1 and which he had inte ndea to clos

tent never-clogging 1

X
ifving

i 11 4
and
p d ted pre-
L L W
nevhew Ollie used to laugh when people
P Unele Enos was erazy, and said:
0 y alone and he'll soon get tired of all
» back to fuss ' _ut and plague Miss
\ Millikin was perhaps the one most i
| le K ( ings and -oings, for
g cugaged m v thirty-two vears,
p in Blin sville expected v would marry
5 " She wa nly waiting for him to get
Vici nting useless things and
i ) She was rich as well
i 1 1l b 1s very fond of money
| vI W ted T She hated to see Uncle
Fnos waste his time and money, i, in order to
\ I him and guide him, she had caused a3 window
le in the side of her house so that she
S nd look in at all that was going on.
Al in had approved of nothing that h
] 1 1 nt :YYx}'!‘w\'td !n]uphnnp,

with him and scmetimes
old + he wire ran right into her sit-
» room, so that she could hear as well as see dis-

=ed to talk

1 tlv: but, alas! there was rarely a tinkle from
i : ‘u'\\m:»g\’ﬁf
) dav Uncle Enos returned from a long tri

. e g e »
1 Ollie very angr; All the tvpe in the sh o
ween badly mixed up, or “pied,” as they say in a

sometimes,” said Unecle

‘But nobody has been here since I left last night,”

s 1the work of the Type Imp!” said his uncle.

I shop has one of these little demons. Some-
t ‘ ] iavs low for vears without making

d then sudder he lets go and does

things almost every day, it would seem. I've not

) .d by ours for some twelve years, I think,
nd that's why I never remembe-ed to tell you about

Jtere

Ollie was astounded, and almost thought his uncle
Was razy.

“Did you ever see the Type Imp ¥’ he asked.

“l never did. I've seen only his work, but that’s
‘ igh! One of my men saw him, however, back in
cighteen el v-nine, and he said he was a little
hairy chap, dressed in red clothes, but all smeared
with ink fre ad to feet. The man had come
into the shop to sleep one Fourth of July night,
after having been to a picnic over at McConnells-

purg, and waking up suddenly, with an awful thirst,
was drinking from the bucket when he saw the
Tmp grinning at him! He was so scared that he

dropped the bucket right into Mr. Algar’s adver-
tisement and pied it o that it had to be all sct up
cver again next day. That's all the proof he had,
but that was enough.”

“Well, 2’d like to see him once, that’s all,” declared
Ollie.

“It’s said to be dreadful bad luck to see a Type
Imnp.” asserted Uncle Enos. “This very man I was
telling you about took to drink afterward and died
in the poorhouse.”

“QOh, I'm not afraid! T just want to gee him.”
asserted Ollie. .

y
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Uncle Enos, the “Trolley Fiend,” and His Wonderful Invention, Along
With the Experiences of His Little Nephew With the Type Imp and

“Well, maybe you will yet,”
I see him I'll eall you quick.”

“You're not very likely to see one while you're
traveling 'round the country onvthe cars,” said Ollie,
a little sullenly, for he was tired of being alone all
day in the shop.

“I'm going to stay home a while,” said Unecle
Enos, laughing. “I’ve got another idea to work out.
I am going to invent a new kind of trolley that
won't need any wire overhead, and which will have
neither a conductor nor a motorman.”

“Who’s going to colleet the fares?” eried Ollie.

“That will be all done by a machine. I've thought
it all out.”

“How are you going to stop the car for people?”
demanded the bov.

“1 shall have at each corner a bution that will
stop the car by being pressed, and, when the pas-
senger gets on, that will start the car again. Oh, I
haven’t overlooked anvthing. It's all arranged in
my mind, even the heating and calling out the
names of the streets by a
graphophone up at the
top of the car. which will
also call out for the pas-
sengers to ‘Move vp for-
ward,” ‘Step lively,’
‘Pay vour fare, plv;.\'ri.

“Well, 1

replied his unele, “1f

and

must admit,”
said Ollie, “that -t would
great thing, if you
can manage it.”’

le a

“It’s as sure as shoot-

declared his uncle.

only got.to make a

de] and set it going so

as to get out a patent,
li‘l‘l l"fl 1 \".J] :l~ uian

Millikin will get married,
| .‘hp}n-w':u
Ollic

suggeste d

“I deciare, I’ve been
neglecting Miss Milli-
kin!” Enos.

Py ) '

I LV
echoed his mnephew.

“There she site all day
waiting for you!”

“Pooh !”retorted the old
man. “She has enough

to occupy her mind. She

has to polish all that solid

silver of hers and count all her gold, for she’s got
whole box f\l“ of uuiil ‘inl!;il\ and five and ten do

lar picces, not to mention a pile of silver coin that
old Granther Kirkendall, the old miser, hoarded
away long before the war and not a cent of which
has ever been spent, let me tell you, by Miss Mil-
likin!”

A

l-

“And does she keep it all in her house 7 asked the

b

Lots of

ele Enos.

Every cent of it
I've seen it all!” replied Ui

“Crex I'd be adfraid of burglars!” Mlie
“Why doesn’t she put it in  Mr.
St. Thomas, 1 wonder 7
“Because one of Mr. Gelwick’

bank is a politician
¢
1

eried ( (
Gelwicks’” bank,
cyer at
s partners in the
and a member of (
¢ suspects all politicians, and no wonder!”
plied Unecle Enos. “Oh, I guess that money is safe
V! \'.}l‘;l‘ ! I \\uu[tZ:“.‘.

Ongress,

she’s around to guard it!
be the burglar she catehes stealing it !”?

Uncle Enos went to work at on the
1is new trolley ear, and Miss Millikin watched him
v the bhour, sometimes tallling over the patent
vhone about it; but she

lel of

Ol model of

T
never saild she believed in
She did

it, for she was a very cautious woman.
suggest cne idéa for it, and that was some kind of
a contrivance to keep women from stepping off
backward while the car was going, which was a
very good notion indeed.

It was latc in the summer when the model was

build a little
ing made
manager

poOwe 1wuse by

» the printing shop. I

wed, and Unecle Enos began to
in the back vard for it to run on, has
with the trolley company’s

se the electricity from the
means of a wire i

ocmentis

running t

] g
uppose tha%t it was this wire that eaused all the
le that came 1
lie, huvix.: CAare ¢l up a page of tx pe for
a circular advertis hat Mr. Lee was

goig to
ii' 1n \\‘E'l} ?'.

teher she (
and being tglli" tired from so

open a

grocerv

N1e cash

much labor,

had seated hinszelf by the desk, and, strange to say,
had falleu into a doze.
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the Marvelous Doings of a Great Flash of Lightning

Uncle Enos was hurrying up his preparations, for
a great bank of black clouds, climbing quickly up
into the western sky, showed that a thunder storm
of unusual volume was approaching. The air was
as still as iee, although not as cold, for it had been
day. Miss Millikin was sitting in her window
watching the clouds, and rather expecting that a
cyelone was coming from those sullen and sombre

that were rolling heavils overhead,
mingled with irp flashes of lightning, but with-
out any thunder as yet.

“That’s a long way off yet, Miss Millikin!” eried
Uncle Enos, noting her anxious air. “Can’t hear
any thunder, vou see!”

“Oh, it me nervous!” she answered.
“Something seems about to happen. I feel all of a
tingle!”

“Ciuess

a hot

masses of vap

1
makes

that’s the way chickens feel before a
retorted Unecle Enos, laughing. “Feathers
rufled and ticklish, I reckon!”

“Now you speak of feathers, I do believe I'll just

storm,”’

gorter

“Hooray! I've done it! She goes, by Hickey!
She goes!”

The little imp seemed to hesitate for an instant,
and then he raised the galley, but before he could
drop it a startling, vivid flash of lightning illumed
the shop, followed immediately by a erash of thun-
der that rocked the building. It seemed to the half-
blinded Ollie that tning struck the galley
of metal types in the imp’s arms and played about
the room in many-colored flashes of flame, dancing
with incredible swiftness from one object to another
in a twinkling. He felt stunned for a second, then
he realized that the dwarf had vanished; the next
thought was that the building must have been struck
by lightning. Ile rushed out into the garden and
found that the rain was pouring down in torrents,
but that the building was unhurt as far as he could
See. .

the I

Then he caught sight of his uncle being dragged
around his circle of track by the model of a trolley
1Ie ran to him, but the ¢. = was going so swift-
ly that he couldn’t eatch
him, and was compelled
to wait until he came
around the ecircle 1

again,

when he grasped him. His
unele released his he 1d
when he felt the touch of
Ollie’s hands, and falling

THE PRINTER SEES THE IMP

erawl underneath my feather bed in the s
room!” replied Miss Milltkin, “I'm glad, real glad
that you mentioned chickens!”

She vanished at onece, and Uncle Enos smiled as he
thought of her perspiring beneath that old feather
bed, for Miss Millikin was stout and hearty. Drops

of rain began to fall softly s_.d then ceased. Sud-

denly Ollie awoke as 1if some « had touched him,
and opening his eyes started and rose to his feet.
There, before him, stood a little hairy ereature

own knee, all
red, and smutched and smeared with
He was grinnitig with malice at the boy,
held in his arms Mr. Lee’s carefully-set-up
As Ollie stared at him he chuckled

reaching in height to ins
<i!~—~v-l i:l

ck ink!

advertisement.

and said:

“Ha, ha! I come and go, am here and there,
And then again I'm not!
spoil your jealous care,
ing on the spot!
full well your frightened glance,
appened as you feared!
r my inky pants,
) v my scarlet beard!
[ am that fiend, “The Printers’ Foe,”
I am that very trifling cuss!
1 ge do before 1 go,

Se vou'll remember Inkubus!

»
He got off this rubbish with the air of a small
r before

adtul

the school board, and Ollie, ev

thought how
mouth of such a ter-
creatu ikubus, the name he claimed, sound-
ed so familiar to the lad that he wondered where
he had heard it before, but there was no time to
consult the big dictionary, which is part of
property of every well-managed prin r establish-
his visitor had spoken his little
piece he 1 e galley of type and was about to
dash it to the floor when Uncle Enos’ voice came

through the shop, saying:

moment of terror,

s were in the

sucii word
1
|8

the

ment, Tor win

echoing
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to the ground, he grunted:
“My, my! Ain’t that a
llt‘.‘!"il:.‘
“What's
demanded
hapvened 27
“Nothing,
ning, I guess. 1
current
and she w

finely

matter?”
“What

ithe

1)1)}0‘.

except light-

just

turned the on in

my motor, 1S

moving along when
he erash came and some-
how toppled me over onto
the car. I grabbed it, and
awayv it hustled wi
as if it was trying to
make connections some-
where. Siili‘,)t'wl off before
it got all the way round,
but I held on kinder des-
perate, I

n me

cuess; don’t

know any other reason!
Expect I'd been hanging

vou hadn’t
undignified
We'll make

on yet 1t
1

brought my
position I was in.

the

suceess !

attention to
But she’s a
a fortune out of this!”

“Well. let her go and come in out of the rain!”
said his nephew. “It certainly looks as if you had
sueceeded, but 1I've just seen the Printers’ Tmp! He

sorter

1y

came into the \}:l-p and was I;lil~,i11g to me:
Unecle Enos tound his voice they heard
Miss Millikin's, 4n loud and sorrowing accents, ery-
1ing
“Burglars! Robbers! Murder! I've been robbed!
Help!™
Both ran inte the house and upstairs. There sat
e poor lady, half covered with feathers, her bed
ing burst during her struggles to escape from
th it., and holding in her hands a large tix
lid of which had been roughly torn off

Before

out:

1

ave stolex

thousand «
minutes
ecollected other money hidden
rantically out of the room, only to

all my

: All,
11:

ars in gold was in

“Look!
all gone!
this box

I'hen she
and rashed
vith added woe that even the silver had van-
Not .. trace remained of the money, and the
in which it had been coinicealed was ripped
open a if } } 1

They
.l‘}Al.""

twenty

'
1 money.
1

io

"
Ago .
r away,
£

=

shriek v

1shed.

stroke. Then she sprang down
1at all the silver plate had disap-

axe

peared. bery had been most eomplete, not a
thing having been overlooked, apparently. Miss

Millikin, almost
bed, and Uncle

the chief of poli

ried upstairs

fA:lrl,'.l':*_', was ot )
Enos went to the telephone to call
at once that the tele-

1
in working order, so

, but fou

phone was not Ollie was dis-
1‘“’4',;y>ti !.u!'
“Pon’t fret,”

woman. La

Uncle En

't as if you'd

said s to

the sorrowing
d! Money ain’t all

. o
in the world!
“ ' e T'd
Seems to me I’
1at money !”

rather have died than lose a
replied Miss Millikin; “but,

v. 'tain’t all on earth.”
“No, indeed: and now that
to work all right, you and I

as y

trollev ear seems
1
Wil ]!15

* more money
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UNCLE ENOS ABSORBED IN,
TROLLEY MAPS

.
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than we ever ‘_‘21'(‘3“;“1 of I continued Uncle El’\O‘.
“I don't 'want to do anything hastily, but we might
as well get married some time this year!”

So when Ollie returned with the chief, Miss Mil-
i ] ippy. The chief cnuid find no

VAs almostu |

clue to the robber. but said that it would not be
I fore he had him, and went off looking im-
portant.
} 1 - - 3 y
then began to use his eyes, for he saw marks
01 lie window s and the walls that looked very

Soon he discovered that the telephone
;s had been melted and formed lumps of copper
room, and that the tin box

VEICTIOUS.

where they entered the

1owed

1
aiso

marks of fire and great heat, while
every bit of metal on the trunk had been torn off
entirely. This was so hat Uncle Enos,

when all had been sh

=
whispered :

his head and

‘he Printers” Imp, eh
“No ordinary robber, anyhow'”
and then he suddenly obse

declared Ollie,
that every bit of the
g itnir £ Y‘u'i-‘ at the >‘2.~;~ ':':Hl \‘.n.i\':nw“ He r-tlli*i
the wires between the two houses,
and they were still intaet, but stripped of their cov-
ering., a black smudg thev entered the
print shop showed that fire had also been there.
Suddenly he thought of the stroke of lighining,
and instantly he remembered reading of the won-
derful pranks it had played in a house in New
York a few weeks before. The papers had been full
of the marvelous changes wrought by one flash of
eleetrieity in a house, where the chandeliers had
been melted and found in the zine bathtubs in the
cellar, and the door-bell fused onto the muzzle of
an old gun in the garret, while every bit of lead-
pipe throughout the house had been spread out n
1t bands from roof to cellar. He knew that noth-
1 is impossible of consideration when lightning
1s at 1ts pranks.

rved

telephone

e

and where

(2}

an -into the

[

shop, where his first glanece
nd revealed nothing altered, but when he ap-
proached the spot where he had been sitting when
the bolt fell he stopped in awe and wonder. There

n the floor, piled in a heap, lay the galley which he

o
had seen the imp holdix all pied and disordered.
The htning, he supposed, had dashed it from the
tabl i it lay (for. you must know, he already

believed that he had been dreaming of the imp), as

a great splinter of wood, also, had been torn from
w table. But over where the old rusty stove had
wod in the corner was something that dazzled his

Glitter

mmd polished like cut glas:

if red hot, st

, gleam-
of solid gold! He
trusting his eyes, and
still warm!
wonder, that all the
1. and then that the old
d-press was all ver! It was only when he
had his hands on these things and was sure
ot again dreaming that he could be-
true. Then he yelled for Uncle Enos,
voice brought Miss Millikin
. as well as his unele, stood transfixed at

wod a stove

timdly to 1t, scaree
placed his hand on at. 1t we
Turning, he gaw, with more

e

he fonts were of gole

i 1

was n
o be
and someihing in his

L'I'\'u oihe

lieve 1€ t

sight of the stove, but neither of them suspected
what had happened. Nor would they at first be-
heve it possible, until Ollie told them what he had

read about electricity, when Uncle Enos
his forehead and cried:
“Qure enough! I've read of just such cases.
was that flash of lightning, the same one that start-
1 off my car!”
“What shall we do? If that’s my money on that
stove it's just got to come off of there mighty
! said Miss Millikin.
i1, the result of it all was that, when every-
hat was gilded or silvered was collected, it
v as found that all coull be sent to the smelters and
recovered with little trouble, but by that time Unecle
Enos had made such a wonderful bargain with the

smote

Tt

ed «

trolley companies for his new self-conducting, self-
1 ging car that he was a millionaire several
tin over and had married Miss Millikin.

They decided that all the stuff should be sent to

the smelter to be melted down except the gold stove;
that was to be set up in their parlor, for it was cer-
tain that there was not another like it in all the
world. This was quite true, as was proved by the
manv handsome offers that were made for it by
wealthy men who desired to have such a wonder in
their own houses; but as Uncle Enos now needed
no money he, of course, refused every such offer,
and now the splendid stove, gleaming grandly in
ummer or winter alike—for having a fire in it has
never dulled its marvelous polish—stands in his pal-
ace at Blimmsville, where you or anybody else who
is eurious can see it; and if you walk down the
main street people will point out to you the little
print shop where it was gold-plated in the twink-
ling of an eye.

But Miss Millikin was taught a lesson, and after
that she placed her .money in charge of Mr. Gel-
wicks, so that if it is struck by lightning, or the
cashier, either, she won’t be likely to lose anything.

Unecle Enos now does his traveling in an avtomo-
bile. one of his own invention, and Ollie, who is now
at college, is visited by him and his new aunt almost
every week; but each time Uncle Enos arrives in
town by an entirely new road. He says he will soon
have an airship, so that he ean make his own routes.

WALT McDOUGALL.




